PERIL FROM SNAKES

constantly stumbling over boulders in the path and my
long Arab skirt swung awkwardly round my legs.

At last the trees gave place to a grassy upland valley lit
by the full moon, and here we halted for the night. The
lowing of herds followed by shouts of Rahalat! Rahalat!'1
denoted that we had halted just short of the village of
Midsaib. Delicious bowls of milk were soon brought along,
but I was too tired to deal with a snake that a native had
caught and brought to me alive, so it was put in a bottle to
await the morning light.

The camp was early astir and I found myself in a glorious
grassy valley, with cliffs on either side, here and there
revealing natural rock caves fronted with stalactites and
stalagmites, suggestive of monster jaws. Trusses of straw
or thorn thatch edged the accessible ones which the people
in the cold winter and wet summer, when only they
require shelter, occupy with their beasts.

A crowd of villagers came along with more milk. This
is their.staple diet, with honey and beef, the other two
luxury items their mountains afford. Another Hasan, an
old man suffering from senile decay and almost blind,
the father of the village, insisted on leaving his place in the
circle to come and sit next to me. I had dates served with
the coffee, and he caused mirth by dipping the one into
the other. He was clearly unused to these delicacies, if
indeed he regarded them as such.

Our Shaikh Hasan excited murmurs of admiration by
wearing the new indigo blue mantle that was my gift, and

1 A name given to a cow with drooping horns. Every cow enjoys a
separate name. They are hereditary names (like camel or horse families)
deriving through the mother. The herdsman claims to .know every head
he has, so that if one is stolen, he can identify it a year or two later, even
in a strange herd.
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